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Hs Hard to Write a Love Song 


Author's Notes: 
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present tense. Critique is welcomel 


The journal entry is supposed to be as if John had written it-just imagine any grammar mistakes | haven't 
caught in that part are from John himself. 


This chapter takes place the night John passed, June 2Hth 2002. 


Future chapters will be centered around John's time with not only Keith, but also Roger, Pete, and possibly 
Kenney. Expect lots of not safe for work writing~. 


DISCLAIMER: 
No currency of any kind [real or virtual] was made from this. 
This is a work of fiction and meant for fun and as a writing exercise. 


| mean no disrespect, and am not trying to paint anyone who is, or will be written about, in a bad light. 


Thanks for reading~! 


Inside John's wallet is a small piece of paper, a code written in his perfect script. It's worn and looks as if it 


has been folded and unfolded countless times. 
QA 31 + WRU 3 = 


While they may not have been as close as John and Keith, Roger knows the meaning. John kept a small safe 
with him while out on the road. Within it he stored whatever illegal substances he or his bandmates from his 
solo project might've been taking, and a diary. Why John had chosen to disclose the code to him of all people, 
Roger still isn't sure. 


Quadrophenia side three, track one, Who Are You track three. 
515 and 905 equals 1420. 


Once he is allowed in the room, Roger quickly locates the safe. After he takes it to his own hotel room, he 
tries the combination. To his surprise, it actually works. There are no drugs - the very small amount of pot 


and coke have already been used - but there is a diary. 


He contemplates opening the book. It holds John's most private thoughts, no doubt.. or perhaps it is nothing 
more than song lyrics and scribbles? It's a decision he really shouldn't make on his own, Roger decides. He 


should ask Pete's thoughts, shouldn't he? 


"If he gave you the combination he obviously knows you'd read it." Pete sounds confident, although his voice is 
shaky. Roger is sure he had been crying before picking up the phone, but doesn't dare point it out. Had it been 
a different setting, a different circumstance, Roger might've teased his guitarist in a good matured manner. 


The same way an older brother picks on his younger sibling, tough love, wasn't it? 


Pete breaks the silence that had fallen between them with a deep, audible breath. "Just. let me know what you 
find?" His voice cracks with the tail end of the request, but Pete covers it up with a clear of his throat. 


‘Of course," Roger is surprised his own voice is even slightly steady. The call ends without another word. 
Nothing else needed to be said. Roger knows Pete will go to mourn in his own way, and the singer doesn't intend 
to bother him unless absolutely needed. 


While he has never felt more alone, some small part of Roger is glad Pete isn't there. Should the diary within 
his hands contain some sort of information neither of them wanted to hear, the frontman isn't sure he'd be 
able to deal with his bandmate's hysterics. He's never been the type to console people, anyways. Knowing his 


luck, Roger would just say something to make Pete feel even worse. 


Roger settles himself at the small desk his room provides, pours himself a single glass of red wine in John's 


honor, and opens the diary. 


Sure, | like women just as much as the next guy, but I'd rather have a man. We understand each other so 


much better; there's a connection | can't get with any woman - Alison or not. 


Keith filled that void so early on. | couldn't understand why | didn't feel fulfilled with the woman of my dreams. 
| felt incomplete; as if | was missing something. But Keith.. he came along, and | swear on my mum's life there 

was a spark l'd never felt. The first time we kissed was in the middle of an alley while walking home absolutely 
plastered. | could've sworn my knees tried to buckle underneath me! Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it wasn't. 
| like to believe it wasn't, though. 


We slept together on my twentieth birthday. We were staying in a little hotel together, I'd lied to my mum and 
Allson about some business with the band. A gig scheduled for the Marquee Club, | think 


By that time Keith and | were regularly hanging out together, and things were slowly progressing between us. 
Just the occasional bit of touching; a handjob here and there, some heavy making out. Nothing more, nothing 


that either of us would've considered ‘real sex. | think Keith was afraid to go any further, to be honest. 


| wanted to do more, by god did |. | fantasized about him sucking me off. | fantasized about sucking him off. | 
fantasized about fucking him, imagining what he might feel like around me. 


| spent more time masturbating to those thoughts than I'd care to admit. 
And once that night had come, | finally got one of those fantasies fulfilled. 


It was sweet. Sweeter than any sex I'd ever had with Alison, and she was my first - my first for everything 
with a woman, that is. 


| always let Keith initiate when we were together, even before we became properly intimate. | didn't want to 
scare him off and | didn't want to make him uncomfortable. He wouldn't kiss me first, but he would take my 


hand, and he would softly ask me to touch him. 

1 need you,' he'd whisper, 1 need you so much’ 

I'd know that was my cue. I'd kiss him so softly; his forehead, cheeks, tip of his nose. Keith would whine and 
give me those sweet puppy dog eyes. His hands would fist into my clothes - careful not to crease too much 


of course - and speak so softly. Yoohhnn.. you know what | want 


| would play dumb, pretend to be totally clueless on what he'd meant. He'd tug on my sleeves again, a little 


harder. 


Joohhnnn,’ his voice would be a high pitched pleading, like a child begging for a cookie. 


Finally | would answer his pleading with a gentle kiss to his lips, soft and sweet. Keith's hands would come up to 


run through my hair, and we'd become a tangled mess of limbs and mussed clothes upon the nearest surface. 


Bed, floor, chair.. 


| would take the lead from there, always being sure Keith was satisfied first if we progressed further than 
kissing. It's not that | didn't want him touching me. | did. Again, as | said. | desperately wanted him to touch me. 
I'd be so hard by the end | nearly could've come in my pants.. | even had a few times, should | be brutally 
honest. 


He had some reservation back in those days, and | wish | knew why. 


Keith made up for it once we were an unofficial-official couple. He took initiative, he took control. And by god, 


did he take controll 


That first time was with me ‘on top’, as it were. We didn't go all the way, but | had given my first blowjob 
that night. I'd known what to do after getting enough of them from Alison. Knowing what feels good on a cock 
helped, too. 


Keith didn't shave, but he kept himself neat. | appreciated that. | think | even commented on it. He smelt clean, 
not at all like | was expecting, given how much he tended to sweat even when we weren't playing a gig. At 


times | thought he could've been a human furnace. 


He tasted wonderful, not nearly as salty as myself. (/d gotten curious about how | tasted after Alison complained 
one night during a fight. Licking your own come from your fingers is a strange experience and | dont recommend if. 
„unless you're into that sort of thing In that case have fun, you strange bastard!) Or maybe it was because it 
was Keith, and | loved everything he did. His precome wasn't sweet, but it wasn't as salty as I'd been expecting. 
| found myself eagerly lapping it up from the head of his cock. Each pass of my tongue over his slit seemed to 
elicit a quiet gasp. 


| could feel him pulsing in my grip, and shuddering breaths came while | teased him. A hand in my hair let me 
know he was enjoying it. | couldn't help but smile while sneaking a glance upward. Brown eyes were wide, full of 


wonder and what | wanted to believe was love. 


Back down | went, lips pressing the most gentle of kisses to his swollen, red tip. Another and another, up until 
he was whimpering. My name fell from his lips, and | could feel myself pulse now. | hadn't noticed just how 


hard and how much | ached before that moment. 


While | gently stroked him, my mouth continued to tease his sensitive tip, tongue occasionally dipping into his 
slit to coax more of his crystal clear precome out. | think Keith was holding on, wanting to impress me with 
the stamina he showed while behind his drum kit. I'd been tempted to tell him to relax, to let go, but | didn't 


dare take my lips away. 


The hand in my hair tightened and | knew he was close. | kissed his tip yet again, and the moment | felt him 
give a particularly strong pulse, | wrapped my lips around it. | sucked oh so gently, trying to coax him into 


coming. 


And come he did, with a soft groan, fingers tightening further into my hair, enough to pull it out had he 


wanted to. 


Keith's come filled my mouth, and while my first reaction was to pull away, | kept still. | swallowed what | could 
as quick as | could, my hand still gently stroking his twitching erection My tongue teased the tip, flickering 
over it in order to keep as much stimulation going as possible. | refused to ruin his orgasm, | refused to leave 


him anything but truly, fully, completely satisfied. 


Only once he was much too sensitive did Keith try to push me away. | allowed him to do so, my mouth pulling 
away first. | gave a quick glance up to him to check his expression. As to be expected, he looked drunk. Not 
alcohol drunk, but lust drunk. The kind you get once you have an earth shattering orgasm after what feels like 
hours of gentle teasing and foreplay from your partner. 


John.’ Keith had sounded exhausted, and | knew it was very likely he was too tired to return the favor. But | 
didn't mind. He was satisfied, and that's all that mattered to me right then and there. Keith patted the bed 
next to himself, and | gladly crawled up to lay with him. | was still mostly dressed - trousers and a button 
down, the latter which had been completely undone. | knew the clothes would be wrinkled all to hell and back in 
the morning, but | couldn't have given a single damn right at that moment. 


‘Thank you, John,’ he'd spoken, a gentle sigh following. My name always sounded so sweet when it came from 
Keith's lips, but tonight it sounded especially exquisite. I'd responded with a quiet hum, a questioning upwards 
inflection toward the end, as if to ask why he was thanking me. 


| was still achingly hard and Keith had to have known. My erection ached so fucking badly, pressed so firmly 
and uncomfortably against my nearly painted on trousers. | couldn't remember a time I'd been this aroused, 
but | didn't dare touch myself no matter how desperately | needed it. No matter how fucking bad | needed at 
least a bit of relief, be it an orgasm, or adjusting myself, | refused to make Keith feel guilty, should he not be 
up to helping me out. 


| could take care of myself once he was asleep. It wouldn't take long for me to do so, not with just how 


sensitive and desperate | was. 


Keith sidled up closer to me. He buried his face within my neck and gave a sound that was nearly like a cat's 
purr. I'd have found it funny if | wasn't so needy right in that moment. This is how we often slept; Keith laid 
out in front of me, face pressed so snugly against my chest or neck. My arm would wrap around his middle, 


the other under my pillow. He'd return the position and then drape a leg over mine. 


But this time was different. Keith nuzzled my neck, placed soft and gentle kisses along it, ending only at my ear. 


The most gentle, soft as a whisper words met me in the form of a breath that was barely there. 


Can | touch you he'd asked. Keith always asked for consent, no matter how innocent the touch was. A kiss, 
holding my hand, a hug.. 


Please. Oh god, please. Please touch me,'|'d softly begged, voice wavering and just as quiet, as if afraid someone 
might hear. Before | could process Keith's warmth leaving my neck, he was reaching down, hand gently cupping 
me through my clothing. Perhaps in a different setting he would've made a silly joke about how hard | was. 
Perhaps he would've commented on the damp spot my precome had made. But he didn't. 


Effortlessly Keith found the clasp and zipper for my trousers and quickly let them down. The action brought a 
slight bit of relief to my need, but was nowhere near what | needed. A quiet gasp left me, and | refrained from 
begging for more. 


Keith's hand moved to cup my erection through my boxers. My cock twitched under his gentle touch, and a 
soft sound, half between a groan and a whimper left me. | tried so fucking hard not to arch up into his hand, 
but my self control had shattered into a million little pieces. | pressed into his sweet touch, my hand gently, 
softly digging my nails into his unclothed back. 


Shh, Johnny,’ Keith had purred. The nickname only came from him when he was truly connected with me, when 
he felt truly at ease, or he felt the need to soothe me. It was silly and at first | didn't care for it - it sounded 
so childish - but I'd grown to love it. 


Keith, | begged, completely breathless. When had | begun holding my breath? 1 need you,'| repeated the words 
he'd spoke not so long ago. 


1 know, Johnny,‘ came the soft reply. His hand worked quickly but efficiently, deftly removing my leaking cock 
from its confines. | was sure I'd come at the first stroke, but somehow I'd managed to hang on. My nails dug 


further into his back, and | couldn't help but thrust into his stationary grip. 


‘Thats it,’ Keith purred quietly into my ear, now nuzzling me once more. dust relax, its okay.’ At long last his 
hand moved, gliding along my erection effortlessly and elegantly. My hips followed his movements, though at a 
shallow pace. Keith seemed to know just when to tighten his grip or when to slow down. He didn't want me to 


come too quick, and while | was in agony and so aroused | might catch fire, | look back and find myself thankful. 


It felt like hours he had stroked me, kissed and nuzzled me. But at long last he whispered the words | so 
desperately needed to hear. 


Come for me, Johnny. Finish for me. | want fo feel you in my hand''|t was as if he had somehow trained my 
body to orgasm upon command. It was only those few gentle words that helped ease me into finishing. My cock 
ached, | was so hard, so fucking desperate.. | pulsed within his grasp, gasping and whimpering into his mouth as 
he kissed me. The final straw was a gentle yet slow sweep of his thumb along the sensitive tip of my cock 


He stroked me through my climax, careful to do so upwards in hopes of not ruining my trousers anymore 


than they already were, bless him. 


| let out a soft cry that left me hoarse the next day, swallowed by Keith's mouth. | dug my nails so tightly 
into his back that | broke skin, but | know he didn't mind. He'd wear the badge with honor, knowing him. 


Happy birthday, Johny,’ Keith had quietly purred between soft, gentle kisses to my face. 


The last page he reads is dotted with warped spots, and small smudges of ink seem to have bloomed and bled. 
Its still legible, John's hand writing clear and concise. Its not hurriedly scribbled like some of the other entries 
Roger has flipped through, but not read. 


John must've been crying, he decides. Given the content, he doesn't blame him. It's very heavy, emotional. It's 
written with such care, such delicacy that Roger almost can't believe what he's read. Each letter is so 


intricately written. If it weren't for the obvious Harrod's logo emblazoned across the back cover, he might've 


been convinced it hadn't belonged to the Ox. 


Roger sighs softly and gently closes the elegant, leather bound diary. It's enough for now, he tells himself. He 
leans back in his chair and tips his head back. Roger can feel tears prick at his eyes, but quickly blinks them 
away. He doesn't want to cry; he's already shed more than enough tears tonight: 


He considers sharing the contents with Pete, but quickly decides against it. He'll tell him that their friend - no, 
their brother - hadn't written anything important. Pete will press for the details, he knows. But Roger will deal 


with that when the time comes. For now, they have a difficult decision to make. 


"What the fuck do we even do now.. Carry on, or split? Can we even carry on.?" As he asks himself, the radio 
station flickers in and out for what seems like the hundredth time that night. The hotel had horrible reception, 
but he'd rather not turn on the tv and risk seeing yet another news segment about John. Roger doesn't need 


that right now. 

A soft crackling of static flickers out, and the sound of a band John favored quite a bit comes on A song 
Roger hasn't heard in years; Queen, with The Show Must Go On A small smile crosses his lips for the first 
time that night. 


"You really have a way of getting your point across, don't you?" Roger asks the empty room. 


| Found Out 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter in specific is inspired by two WIP's | lost due to computer failures. | really loved them and instead 
of trying to re-create them both, | decided to mesh what | could remember of them into this chapter! 
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(Sorry for the length, it was originally tied into the third chapter that will follow soon! The rest of the non- 


diary entries will be in third person past-tense. The diary entries will remain in first person as John's POV) 


It was Roger's suggestion to meet for lunch. 


Pete didn't want to be at their hotel, and Roger couldn't blame him. A private setting between them felt too 
suffocating, tension in the air thick enough to cut with a knife. 


The compromise they had come to was a restaurant the hotel receptionist had suggested It was a little Mom 
and Pop style ‘hole in the wall diner that specialized in ‘down home cooking'.. whatever the hell that meant. 


As to be expected, Pete began questioning Roger before they'd even been seated. He was completely in the 
dark, only knowing what Roger had told him, as he never had the chance to see the ‘crime scene’ as the police 
had originally called it. The feisty blonde's silver tongue granted him access to grab John's wallet and safe, but 
he was not permitted to touch anything else, no exceptions. No matter how badly he wanted to take John's 
necklace in order to have at least something of importance, to feel as if John was truly still there with him, he 
knew he couldn't ask. John's body had already been taken, which meant the necklace, which he rarely removed, 


had gone with him. 


"How did you know?" Pete's expression was stern, his eyes narrowed and jaw set. The steak that had been set 


in front of him was cold, long forgotten and untouched. 
"Know what?" Roger hadn't bothered to look up from his plate of catfish. 
"What it meant, Roger. The code, the safe. Everything." 


There was a long silence, punctuated only by the sound of fork tines upon imitation china while Roger sorted 


his food out. 


"Roger." Pete's inquisitive tone had taken on a darker, sharper edge. Gone was the attempt at amicability; he 


was becoming upset, and Roger knew he was playing with fire. 


While he knew better than to upset his guitarist, Roger chose to keep quiet. The pair hadn't gotten into a 


proper row in years, but that could change at any moment. 


Roger didn't want to deal with this. Not here, not now. Not ever. There would be no trying to change the 
subject, as Pete will press, press, and press some more until he finally got what he wanted. Fucking Tauruses. 


Stubborn as an--- Roger stopped his train of thought. 


"Bloody hell, Daltrey!" Pete's fist came down upon the table with such force it caused his tea to splash out 

onto the tablecloth. "Either you answer me, or I'm leaving." It was a threat they both knew he wouldn't dare go 
through with. They couldn't afford to be alone with their own thoughts. As much as they didn't want to admit 
it, they needed each other. No one else could possibly understand what they were both going through, albeit in 


their own ways. 


A deep, heavy sigh was paired with the rise and fall of shoulders. In any other setting Roger's dramatic display 
of annoyance might've earned him a chuckle. Not here, not today. If anything, it only served to make Pete's lit 
fuse burn brighter. 


Roger dropped his fork and sat back in his chair, hands upon the table cloth. His gaze was sharp, cold. Brilliant 
blue eyes had begun to grey with age, and Pete realized it only made them look more fierce. /f looks could kill. 


"He told me. A'right, Pete? He told me." Roger wasn't appreciative of how the other musician was handling the 
situation, but deep down inside he couldn't blame him. He and John were much closer. Their history stretched 
much further than his own with the bassist had. And yet, for some unknown reason, the Ox had chosen him 
over his best schoolmate. He and John were never close, they'd never truly gotten a chance to be. However, 


Roger didn't bother to question it much. 


John was an enigma, anyway. It was difficult to tell just what the large, imposing man was thinking. He often 
didn't voice his opinions, rarely spoke up when he was annoyed. Roger didn’t pester him for answers or to open 
up, unlike Pete would. Perhaps that was the reason? Even if it was, Roger wasn't about to say so. The last 


thing Pete needed was to feel guilty for attempting to help their bandmate. 


"An' no. | don't know why." Roger didn't bother giving the guitarist a chance to speak. When he was upset his 
accent became thick, the tone reminiscent of the days he had to back up his words with his fists. The 
intimidation wasn't meant to come out in verbal form, but that wouldn't change the fact that it had. 
Surprisingly, his friend hadn't flinched. If the fuse hadn't already been lit and the subject wasn't so heavy, he 
had no doubt that Pete would've backed down. 


"When?" The single word had fire behind it, blazing hotter than the sun, thicker than magma. Pete's anger was 
barely contained, fists clenched so hard his knuckles had turned white. "When, Roger. "When?" 


Another sigh. Roger's jaw was set, his teeth clenched so hard it hurt. It took every last ounce of willpower not 
to shout at the guitarist and demand he drop it. He didn't want to talk about it, didn't want to think about it 

either, about how terrible John had looked and sounded that night. But Pete won't let it go, and they both knew 
it. The argument would continue long into the night if Roger didn't back down and give the other musician what 


he needed. 


"A few months ago." His steely gaze did not leave the man sitting across from him. "He asked me t come out 
an’ see ‘im. Again, | don’t know why." That wouldn't be satisfactory, but it was the truth, it was all he had to 
offer. 


"There has to be a reason, Roger. Everything happens for a reason 
"Says you," the blonde huffed, arms crossed over his chest. 


"Yes, says me." Pete's tone had shifted into that of a parent scolding their child. "What happened." It was a 
demand, not a question. "Were you ever going to tell me?" The tone was accusatory, and the greyed guitarist 
made no attempt to mask it. 


The proper question hit Roger like a fucking freight train. Pete was in pain, and all he could do was make it 
about his own comfort. It wasn't fair to keep avoiding the question, Pete deserved an answer. He deserved to 
know as soon as John had told him, but it was too late for that. Roger knew he wouldn't want to be left in the 
dark if the tables had turned.. Pete did nothing wrong and it wasn't fair for Roger to be so angry. 


They shouldn't be fighting right now. Pete needed him, and yet Roger kept pushing him away. He didn't want to 


let Pete see him in pain, but it was not fair to treat his fellow musician with such disrespect. 


John would likely find their bickering amusing, Roger realized. The Ox had always gotten some amusement from 


their fights, even early on. His ‘personal soap opera’ as he had called it. 


"John told me he was sick" Roger's voice wanted to crack, but he dug his nails into his palms as an attempt to 


keep composed. "Wouldn't elaborate. Didn't say nothin’ more. Jus' that he was sick" 

To be fair, John never really bothered to take care of his health. He ate and drank as if he was still in his 
prime. He still believed he was the invincible Ox, or so Roger assumed. The Ox he very well may have been, but 
at some point even the strongest oxen will fall. 


"His heart?" Pete's tone changed. It was softer, but the fire had not fizzled out. 


"Probably." Roger wished he would've pressed for more details. Maybe they could have both done something to 
help. Maybe John would still be there with them. 


"But why did he tell you? And not me?" There was something within the guitarists tone that made Roger's 
heart ache. Maybe he felt like a betrayed lover. Wait - did he and John have something together..? 


"Probably because he knew I'd take the news easier." A lie. He just wouldn't show it and couldn't afford to. One 


of them had to be strong. It wasn't fair for Pete to do so when he and John were so close. 


"What else is in there?" He feared he would find something he didn't want to hear, but Pete knew it would eat 
at him until the day he died if he didn't ask. Roger had only divulged the very basics of what he'd already read. 


"more stuff about Keith." Roger's hesitation was caught, but the younger man didn't call him out on it. 


"Is there." it was his turn to hesitate, and Pete swallowed down a nervousness he prayed the blonde wouldn't 


catch, ".anything about.. me?" 


Roger's attention dropped back to his plate, the fish having gone cold. And now it was his turn to swallow, 
though in a vain attempt to fight back tears of frustration and pain alike. 


"yes. But I've not read through it all," he said softly, the anger having melted away. "Let's get out of here and 
Ill let you read it." 


After he called for the check and tipped the waitress for allowing them a booth away from everyone else, 
Roger lead the way out to their hotel room. 


I'd be a liar if | said | didn't find Pete attractive. He was (still is) lanky and thin, just a bunch of limbs and a 
nose. But he was (and still is!) charming. So, so very charming. 
‘A prince among peasants’ was a line I'd read in some smutty book as a teen, and | can't help but relate that to 


my lovely guitarist. Even to this day, if I'm honest. 


While I've always loved Keith, I've never been able to shake a feeling | had (still have) toward Pete. We had a 
connection. .or at least | thought so. | never dared to make a move because | was, and still am, afraid of 


rejection. Even at my old age. 
| idolized him. Pete was my hero. Writing this out makes me laugh; | doubt he'd ever believe me if | told him. 


I've always been there on the sidelines, cheering him on and giving the uplifting encouragement when he needed 
it. But deep down inside | was craving that same validation | wanted Pete to look my way. | wanted him to 
acknowledge me for not only my music, but also my art. | wanted him to see me as more than just a friend, 
more than a bandmate. / wanted him. Oh dear god how | wanted him! 


| credit Pete as my ‘gay sexual awakening’, if one might choose to call it that. Although in these days it's called 
bisexuality, isn't it. 


He was the first bloke my age I'd ever saw and thought / want to be WITH hm: All the other boys it'd been 7 
want to BE him: 


But not Pete. 
Pete was special. 
Still is special. 


My memory is hazy now, but it was the summer of 1963. Pete had recently turned eighteen, | would be 
nineteen later that year. We were in his bedroom listening to some new record he'd just gotten. It was hotter 


than Satan's arsecrack and even if you'd stripped down buck naked you'd still feel like you were burning up. 
Pete was down to his shorts - not underwear, mind you! get your mind out of the gutter. - and was stil 
complaining it was too hot. | refused to take off my button down shirt, despite having an undershirt beneath 
that. Because y'know. Fashion. Gotta look good, even in near 35 degree weather. Beauty is pain and all that 
rubbish. I'd always struggled with my weight, and | didn't want Pete to see me like that. He asked why | 
wouldn't make myself comfortable, and eventually | broke down. | told him | was self conscious and insecure. 
| still remember how he laughed. Not with malicious intent, but rather disbelief. The sort of laugh you do when 
your dad says he's not strong enough to move a wardrobe, but you've seen him move even larger objects 
with ease. 

‘You? He'd asked incredulously. ‘You, really? It's not true. Youre incredibly handsome, John! 

| felt myself flush darker than the glass of raspberry lemonade l'd been holding. 

Alison's been chasing you, ain't she? He asked. ‘She's a real looker, y'know: 

Yes, we'd been seeing each other, and it was serious. But it wasn't that serious. Not yet, anyway. 

‘Any girl would be lucky to have you' He'd said. That was the end of the conversation 

| came close to having Pete a few months later. Just once. | had the chance, but | hadn't taken it. 


November of 1963. 


Roger and | had day jobs. I'm pretty sure Pete was still in art school but | don't quite recall. This was a bit 
before Keith had joined us. 


| should've been at the office but didn't feel like going in, so I'd ditched. Called down and said I'd gotten ill from 
eating something that'd gone off the night before. Mum covered for me and kept my story, thank the heavens. 
Gordon didn't want her to, but she'd stood up to him and told the old bastard he shouldn't try to be my dad. 
Rarely did she ever stand up to him. | knew I'd have hell to pay from the poor excuse of a man once he got 


home from work. 


So | went to Pete's instead of staying home. We had a few beers while listening to a new record he'd gotten 
that afternoon At some point he'd gotten up to excuse himself to the toilet. | laid back on his bed and stared 


up at the ceiling. The duvet and pillows smelled like Pete's cologne, and | had to restrain myself from burying 
my face into them and breathing in the scent like some junkie huffing petrol. 


| considered making a move that night but | was too afraid of rejection | was worried that Pete might only be 
humoring me if | asked. | was also too afraid of upsetting Alison. Although | later learned she wouldn't have 


been too terribly bothered since | ended up having a thing with Keith. But that's for another time. 


It felt like ages until Pete finally came back. He'd apologized for taking so long and brought me a slice of fresh 
banana bread as an apology. (fd blame Pete and his mum for my weight back then because she always gave me 


the sweets and breads she made, but that wouldnt be fair) 


Eventually the subject of relationships came up. He mentioned having difficulty with getting laid and | had to 
bite my tongue - quite literally - to keep from offering my self as tribute. 


‘You? Really? l'd asked, my shock genuine. 


‘Yeah.’ Pete sighed and flopped down on his bed. The action made me lose my balance and | fell backward with 
him. ‘Youre lucky, John: 


How so? What makes you say that?” | laid out on my side and propped myself up on one elbow so | could get a 
good look at my beautiful guitarist. 


‘Well you've got Alison, haven't you’ The tone was not accusatory, but | could feel some small bit of resentment. 


Bass players do it better, | suppose,’ he sighed dramatically. ‘Talented fingers an‘ all that: 
| could feel my cheeks heat up, and | resisted the urge to hide my face in my hands. 


‘Youve got gorgeous hands, John, Pete mused. He'd taken my right hand, the dominant one, and began examining 
it. ‘Yeah, | can definitely see why the girls flock to you 


No, they didn't flock to me. Aside from Alison and a few of her friends, | was far from ‘drowning in pussy’, as 
Roger would've said Girls didn't like the weird bass player who stood still. | didn’t feel like | had to be active on 
stage like the others and didn't want to put in the effort, anyways. Girls like the singer becouse he's 

attractive, they like the drummer because of his stamina, and they like the guitarist because he's cool. What's 


left? The bassist that no one gives a shit about. 


1 bet youre quite talented with these, ‘ey John? Pete gave a teasing, yet sly grin as he laced his fingers with 
mine. There was definitely some size difference between us - my fingers were a bit longer, more thin and 
almost like spider legs as mum would say. Pete's hands were more sturdy, not thick, but also not as thin and 


‘elegant as mine. 


‘You've got piano player hands,‘ Pete continued to muse. Probably helps for those brass instruments as well, don't 
they.’ 


| wanted to speak, but found myself at a loss for words. Pete's touch was damn near electric. | could feel a 
warmth starting in my belly, and that flush only grew deeper. Pete rubbed his thumb along the back of my 
hand, and | could only sheepishly smile in response. His eyes, so blue and beautiful seemed to stare right into 
my soul. 


| was only moments away from exclaiming my need for him to kiss me when his mum began knocking on the 
bedroom door. She was calling Pete down for dinner, but gave me an invitation to stay over if | so wished. It 
wasn't like | hadn't stayed over before, so | knew Pete wouldn't mind if | agreed. Maybe | could try to get my 
nerves together and make my move. or | could just swallow down those feelings and pretend they didn't exist. 


Either way, it meant not going home and facing Gordon that night. 


Dinner was lovely although | can't recall what it was, not that it matters. All | remember is going back to 
Pete's room and turning the record player on once more. We talked for what seemed like ages; about life, girls, 
the band, money, our families.. 


| had so many chances to make my move, but | chickened out at the last second every fucking time. 


When at long last it was time to sleep, | lay awake on Pete's bedroom floor. | stared up at the ceiling yet again, 
tracing the small cracks in the paint the moonlight illuminated. | kept replaying the sensation of his hand on 
mine, our fingers intertwined as he praised me. That same heat came over me again, and | couldn't resist. (/ 


later learned this is called a praise kink. Go figure.) 


| cast my attention toward my guitarist to confirm he was asleep. The moonlight which drifted in bathed him 
in a silvery-blue tone. Pete slept only in his boxers, which I'd already known At some point he'd kicked most of 
the duvet off, leaving his chest and stomach bare. My breath hitched and | bit my lower lip to keep from 
making a sound. With the moonlight that flooded in | could see the bit of hair that traveled down from his 
navel into his underwear. The dark hair contrasted so strikingly with his pale skin. In fact, the moonlight almost 
made him look like some sort of ethereal being. .an ethereal being with a large nose, but an ethereal being all 


the same! 


| couldn't help myself. | felt that heat in my belly burning, building, and threatening to consume me. | was too 


warm, much too warm. 


To be fair, | was a raging mess of hormones anyway back in those days. | liked to blame it on a lack of privacy 
at home and Alison not putting out much. Not that | minded on her part! I'd never quilted or tried to convince 


Alison into doing anything she wasn't comfortable with. I'd never been that kind of person 


| did away with the duvet, not caring that | might run the very real risk of being caught should Pete wake up. 
I'd never done this at one of my mates’ houses before, but | knew | wouldn't be getting any sleep unless | did 
something. The feel of my cotton boxers shifting over my erection was torture. Any time | moved, even the 


slightest bit, it felt like a teasing hand caressing me. 


With a slight bit of difficulty | managed to get them down far enough to comfortably expose myself, but also 


have the chance to pull them up again if needed. 


Down my hand went, just gently ghosting over myself. | hesitated for only a moment, as if fearing a proper 
connection would trigger Pete waking, or his mum coming in to check on us. | waited. Several heart beats 


passed, my breath caught in my chest as if | was afraid to even breathe. 


When nothing happened, | proceeded. Gently my hand wrapped around my cock, my grip loose. | never did like to 
rush it. | preferred going slow, taking my time and properly enjoying myself. Masturbation should be about self 


pleasure and discovery, not just a release and way to ‘purge the urge’ as one of my mates called it. 


| wanted to look at Pete. | wanted to watch him sleep, but | felt that would be some sort of an invasion of 
privacy - perhaps some sort of breach of consent? So instead | closed my eyes and fantasized about him. | 
imagined it was Pete's hand teasing me. His soft but effective caresses sending me closer and closer to my 


end with every stroke. 


| imagined the gorgeous guitarist laying next to me, kissing and singing my praises as he took care of my 
desire. | imagined my own hands finding his body, so warm and inviting next to me, my own hand teasing his 
erection through his underwear with every intent of tipping him over into orgasm without ever making skin- 
to-skin contact. If he wanted to remark how talented and skilled my hands were, then | would gladly show him. 


My thumb swiped over the slit to gather the copious amount of precome I'd already produced. | hated 
masturbating outside the bathroom or my bedroom; | always leaked so damned much. It was great for helping 
penetration, but otherwise it was just a pain to deal with! 


| needed something more. My free hand came up to slide beneath my undershirt, and my fingers found my 
ripple. | pinched it, and nearly saw stars behind my closed lids. | could never understand why people always 
assumed men had no pleasure receptors in their nipples. Mine were incredibly sensitive, and just having them 
kissed or licked could be enough to set the mood for me. 


My grip tightened on each upstroke, and I'd adjusted my hand so that every pass would grant the head of my 
cock some very much needed attention | was close at this point, but | had to be quiet. | didn't want to wake 
Pete up. The last thing | needed right then and there was for him to wake up and catch me. | couldn't stop now 
even if | had needed to. My back arched upwards and | held my breath as | bit into my bottom lip. 


Another pinch to my nipple, another swipe of my thumb along my glans, and | was coming. 


| was never a very vocal masturbator, but by god did | have to use every last fibre of my self control to 


keep quiet. My breaths came in quick pants, but otherwise | was as silent as could be. 


| never repeated that any other time I'd stayed with Pete. | felt too guilty. Though | had come close to asking 


him to kiss me a few other times. They're not as memorable as this, though. 


Hey, Pete 
If you ever end up reading this (whether l'm alive or dead, haha!) I'm sorry | ‘choked the chicken’ in your 
bedroom. At least | was polite enough to clean up, right? 


Love ya, Birdman xxx 


- Ox 


Decorating the margins of the pages were little doodles done in blue ink. Most were caricatures of Pete; 
jumping with his Gibson SG guitar, windmilling, and in the arms out ‘birdman pose. 


"| never knew he felt that way." Pete sighed as a finger traced the jumping scribble of himself. "I mean.. | 
always thought he felt something for me," his attention lifted to Roger. "But | didn't." the sentence trailed off. 
If it had been any other situation, he might've found himself growing aroused. John had been quite generous 


with the details, after all. 


"s why | didn't want you to read it," Roger said quietly. "Didn't want you feeling even worse, didn't want you to 
hate yourself” Because he knew that was the kind of person Pete happened to be. 


"Yeah," the guitarist leaned back on the hotel bed, supported only by his elbows. "I know you were you only 
trying to protect me." His attention was cast toward the ceiling, and he couldn't help wonder how he had been 
so blind. 


"Don't beat yourself up about it, Pete." Roger sat next to him. "If you want to go through the rest of this, we 
can. Otherwise we can save it for another time." He took the diary, closed it and set it upon the bedside table. 
"But for now." the blonde's voice dropped an octave and took on a quality Pete hadn't heard in years. Even now 
it sent a tingle down his spine. "| think we could both use a bit of stress relief.” 


The silvered guitar player didn’t tear his attention from the ceiling. In his defense, it was a very interesting 


ceiling. The hotel had painted it black and decorated it with little space themed stickers. 


"Do you really want to, or is it because you need a distraction?" Pete asked, eyes now back on Roger and 


searching his expression for any sign of dishonesty or pity. 
"Bit of both, to be honest.” 


John had Keith, and Pete had Roger. The latter two had to pretend they hated each other once they inevitably 
grew closer - neither of their wives could ever know. Where as Alison and Kim learned to deal with it, Heather 


would be at least somewhat understanding, but Karen or Rachel? Never. 


Pete didn't answer verbally, however he did tip Roger's chin up to get a better look at him. It was all the 


consent the blonde needed. 


"Like old times, then?" There was a hopefulness within his voice Roger prayed his beautiful lyricist hadn't 
heard. 


"Like old times." Pete couldn't help but notice that even though Roger had aged, he was still the same 
handsome, tough guy he fell for all those years ago. His thumb ran along the older man's bottom lip before 


pulling away. 


They hadn't slept together in ages. And yet the two musicians managed to fall into the same pattern as if 
they had never stopped. They wouldn't kiss; it was too intimate, too personal. They had never kissed, in fact. 


Roger knew just where to touch him, and Pete was incredibly grateful. Right at that moment he couldn't form 


even a single word to say what he needed. 


There were no words to be spoken, but that was fine. Roger's hand found him, and Pete couldn't help but arch 
up into it. Hazy blues closed, and his head tilted back. If they were a bit younger Roger would have gone for 
his guitarists neck without hesitation. Perhaps he would have placed soft kisses and gentle love bites down to 


his collarbones. 


His hand continued to caress Pete's erection through his trousers. If his own mind were not as hazy as Pete's 
eyes, he might have wondered if his younger bandmate had decided to channel a bit of John's fashion sense 
that night. They weren't as flashy, but were a bit more than what the silver haired guitarist would normally 
choose. Dark blue, a tight and form fitting cut, an almost filigree design of lighter blue around the front 
pockets and ends of the legs; subtle, but definitely something John would've enjoyed. 


Roger was also hard, but ignored his own problem. Pete needed it more right now, and it was painfully obvious. 
The guitarist's hips were grinding up against his palm just like the diary entry had mentioned. He knew Pete 
was thinking about John, and he didn't dare consider calling him out on it. He had seen the pain upon his friend's 
face, heard the sorrow within every word as he read the elegantly written script aloud. It was the least he 


could do. 


His hand slid over the concealed erection, fingers making sure to gently pinch at the tip ever so often Even 


though it had been years since they shared a bed, Roger still knew how to please his guitarist. 


A small wet patch was already forming from Pete's precome, and the singer had to hold his breath to keep 
from gasping. It'd been so very long since he last slept with a man. The beautiful - dare he say elegant? - 
guitarist, silvered and aged with time, had been his last. Not his first, but Roger never disclosed that and had 


no intention of doing so any time soon 


If he hadn't be confident that Pete was playing out the fantasy written in the diary, he would have already 


undone Pete's trousers in order to stroke him properly. Surely the barrier of clothing must've been 


uncomfortable. 


"Ohh god," Pete groaned, as his hips rose and fell. "Please.. please don't stop." He ground himself against the 
open palm with wild abandon, as if he had never before been graced by another's touch in such a manner. 

Roger shifted on the bed just a bit, enough to be more present next to his temporary other half, to press 
closer against him. 


They never required closeness when together in such a fashion. Intimacy was optional, never a requirement. 
The only thing either musician needed was the other's aid in getting off. Aftercare was minimal, Roger wasn't 
the cuddly type. Occasionally he would give in for Pete's sake, but those times were rare. Tonight, it seemed, 


would be one of those times. 


"Fucking hell." The curse came with a soft whimper woven in so delicately. Roger felt the rigid erection twitch 
with Pete's heartbeat, and he knew his other half for the night was close. If it were any other time, he would 
have spoken sweet words of encouragement, asking Pete to come for him. But tonight he kept silent, not even 
a hitch of his breath breaking his own forced silence. Roger refused to ruin the fantasy he knew Pete had in 
his head. Perhaps it was his way of getting closure? Or trying to fulfill that gap that could've been fixed so 
long ago? Possibly trying to rid himself of guilt? Whatever it may have been, the vocalist was content to allow 
it to happen. Dare he say he felt privileged to be able to help. 


"So close," the words came almost as a plea, a begging desperation for his orgasm. Roger's nails glided along 
the slick fabric, careful not to give too much pressure, right along the underside of the head. He could clearly 
remember it was Pete's sweet spot, and recalled how stimulating only that bit could be enough to make him 


come. 


And come he did, with a soft call of their fallen bandmate's name. Again and again Pete whispered John's name; 
pleasure infused at first, but gradually becoming more emotional. At some point the guitarist had gone from 
propped up on his elbows to laying flat on his back with an arm covering his eyes, almost as if he were 
embarrassed or ashamed. Perhaps he didn't want Roger to see him. 


Roger continued to massage the younger musician's cock through his orgasm, not wanting to risk cutting him 
short. The sensation of the warm, thick and sticky fluid under his fingers made his breath hitch, but Roger 


put his own need on the back burner. Now wasn't the time. He could satisfy himself later. 


As Pete mumbled something unintelligible, Roger undid the button and pulled down the zip for his current 
partner's trousers. After gathering some tissues from the bedside table he went about cleaning him up. He 
was sure the guitarist would have done the same for him, if the roles were reversed. Aftercare was 


important, after all. 


"| miss him, | miss him so fucking much," Pete said, words strained. "It's not fair! It's not fucking fair! Why 
didn't he tell me?" The words fell from Pete's lips with such pain, so much emotion that Roger felt a pang of 
sympathy, like an icy knife to his own heart. He wanted to help, but knew he couldn't. There was nothing for 
him to do. He felt so powerless, so helpless and useless. 


It took him a moment to process what had happened as Pete clung to Roger, hands fisting into his shirt. With 
his face buried into his chest, the younger of the pair continued with his verbal self-hatred. "| couldn't save 


him. | couldn't save Keith. | couldn't do anything for either of them!" 


This was new territory for him, Roger had seen Pete break down after Keith's death, but John was there to 
console and pick up the pieces. They'd gone off together to drink, and John had held the grieving guitarist while 
they both mourned. Roger grieved on his own in private, drinking himself to the point he'd become black out 
drunk, and Heather had to mind him. 


"Is okay," he whispered, running his fingers through what hair Pete had left. "Its okay. Just.. just let it all out. 
I'm here for you." He could feel tears prick at his eyes, but Roger held his breath and focused his attention on 
a particularly large star upon the ceiling. It didn't work. He could feel his throat clench, and no matter how 


hard he swallowed, no matter how hard he fought it, the tears came anyway. 
Quietly he cried, tears streaming down with shuddering breaths as Pete sobbed heavily into his chest. 


The first gig was set to happen in just a few days, and while they both knew it would be what John would 
have wanted, they weren't ready. Dear fucking god Roger wasn't ready. 


| Found Out pt. 2 


Author's Notes: 
‘| Found Out was meant to be one massive chapter, but | decided to split it up because | couldn't figure out 


how to properly end this part. Future chapters will eventually take place during or after the 2002 tour. 


I've always imagined John would wear some sort of cologne similar to Con*Tact Soap's ‘Mayan Musk’ or ‘Sex 


Panther’ scent, but not as heavy on the pepper. 


| chose cinnamon candy as a very vague reference to John's cover of ‘Cinnamon Girl. If you haven't heard it 


yet, | definitely recommend giving it a listen~! The candies also look like cherry bombs, but without the fuse. 


Roger had stayed with Pete until he had finally agreed to get some sleep. He lingered in his guitarists bedroom 
portion of the hotel suite for what seemed like an eternity. Silently he sat at the desk which had been placed 
next to the window, staring blankly out at the neon lights. From his spot he could see the Hard Rock Hotel's 
sign, lit up with a flashing marquee honoring John. 


Rest in Peace 
John Entwistle 
10/09/1944 - 06/21/2002 


You will be missed 


Over and over it played, rotating the makeshift obituary with the ‘you will be missed line. In between transitions 
were a dancing bass clef and music notes. The day of John's death Rest in Peace’ had been exchanged for ‘Joo 
Late the Hero; something Roger personally found to be quite touching. Whoever put it together must've been a 


fan. 


Roger retired to his bedroom only once he was sure Pete was truly asleep. He had considered leaving open the 


door which connected their bedrooms just in case he woke up, but decided against it. 


Roger was exhausted and his social meter had finally been emptied. The idea of being around anyone, even his 


beautiful guitarist, was near painful. 


Despite his drained mental and physical state, the vocalist found himself anxiety stricken and unable to sleep. 
He couldn't shake the feeling that John might've written about him. And if he had.. Pete could never read it. 


Roger would sooner set the book of memories on fire than risk Pete seeing even a quick glimpse of what he 


knew John had to have written. 


It would be wrong to go through the diary on his own, but it would be for the best. Pete was already 
distraught, already dealing with guilt and self doubt. Roger didn't want to add on to that. He knew that if John 


had decided to immortalize their time together, it would destroy him, and Pete would never recover from it. 


Roger raided the liquor cabinet the hotel had provided for the bedroom suite for a bottle of wine. The one he 
had purchased the night prior was empty, as he and Pete and finished it off mere hours ago. 


Not having a bit of wine while going through John's diary felt almost blasphemous. Unfortunately the closest 
thing he could find was a cherry wine made by a local company. With disappointment Roger groaned, knowing 
damn well would taste like cough syrup. He despised the taste, yet John adored it. While it was very fitting, he 
knew he'd have to wash it down with a very, very strong cup of coffee. 


After settling down in bed with the wine Roger opened the leather bound book. Quickly he flipped through the 
pages, scanning each one for his own name. As tempting as it was to read every entry he'd come across, he 


resisted. 
With only a few pages left to go sat the entry he had been searching for. 


Upon the margin header Dear Roger’ stared back at him in an uncharacteristically messy, near illegible cursive. 
After quickly scanning the page, his blood turned to ice. At the very bottom ‘/ understand and respect what you 
have with Pete now’ was scrawled, a small arrow pointing to the right to indicate the entry would continue on 


the other side. 


Dear Roger, 


First of all, thank you. 


You taught me an incredibly important lesson. 


Second of dll.. 

| know you'll be reading this at some point, whether it's before or after my death. 

If its before, you should learn some manners! Don't you know it's impolite to go through another man's private 
belongings? Your mum raised a gentleman, didn't she? 

Behave like onel! Close this diary and go sit in the corner and think about what you've done, you bloody asshole. 
At least wait until I've kicked the bucket to go through my shit. 


| do hope you won't mind me writing about this. I'd like to archive it for myself. .and for the dirty book Id like 
to write. (Now you know the reason for the sexual escapades! Haha bet you thought | was a dirty old bastard, 


didn't you?) 


Just imagine it, ‘Thunderfingers: The Tale of How | Got the Name and Other Dirty Confessions From a Rockstar: 
The title is a work in progress. 


You can thank Steve for the idea. 
On with the archiving. 


| loved Keith. 
| loved (still love) Pete. 


| even loved Kenney at some point. 


But you? 

| don't think | can comfortably say | romantically love you. 

| want to, but.. its complicated. 

Romantic and platonic love are different, | know | don't need to explain that to you. 


Keith stole my heart. 
Pete captured me with his talent and elegance. 
Kenney was there when no one else was. He put up with with more than he ever should have. (| know you don't 


like Kenney, but shut your mouth for a change) 


And as for you? 
| was fascinated by you. Enamored, even. Entranced fits too, | suppose. 
| was, and still am, stunned and in awe by your charisma. Your attitude. Your confidence. Your pure, raw, 


sheer, unbridled power. 
While | wanted to be with Pete, | wanted to be you when we were younger. 


You were (and still are) a ‘man's man’. A tough guy (which | know you've heard time and time again. Do you 
ever tire of it?). 


A hard working ‘every day man’ that never let the fame and fortune get to his head. 
I'm not trying to boost your ego. Let's be honest, your ego is big enough as it is! 
I'm still in awe of you, even to this fucking day. 


When we play a gig | can't help but watch as you exude this immense power, this energy that | wish | could 
possess even a fraction of. 

How the hell do you do it?? 

How the hell do you keep doing it? 

Fucking hell. Sometimes | get exhausted just watching you. 


I'll get to the point now. 

| know you regret our little fling, but | never have. 

If somehow I'm wrong and you don't regret it.. then | wish it could've continued. 

But | understand and respect what you have with Pete now. 

| was upset when Keith or Pete couldn't come over after I'd had that massive fight with Alison. 

At first | was upset it had to be you because no one else was free. 

While | had learned to deal with my feelings for Pete, | had not yet learned to deal with them towards you. 


(Expect the word ‘you' to lose all meaning very soon Sorry, Rog) 


| never expected you to offer to stay the night with me. And | never expected a bit of drinking to become 


something more. 
| also never expected you to be the one to suggest we sleep together. 


| assumed you were straight and just wanted a quick bit of action Or maybe you wanted ‘payment’ for staying 


with me, and | was too oblivious to realize that's what you meant. 
Either way, | fully expected your offer to mean | would blow you and nothing more would happen. 


I'm sure you knew | liked you and that I'd jump at any chance to touch you. It had to be impossible to miss, 


with just how incredibly nervous | was whenever we were alone. 


Besides, you can close your eyes and fantasize about anyone if you're getting your dick sucked, right? Even 
easier to pretend its a girl if the bloke's got long hair. 


You knew | was upset and | would be vulnerable. 


| used (still use..) sex as a ‘coping mechanism’ of sorts, and | had a feeling you also knew that. 
So why not use those to your advantage, right? 


| wanted it. 
| wanted you. 
There's no doubt about that, so don't you dare start to second guess yourself while reading this! 


If | hadn't wanted it, | would've told you. 


Ill admit that | was petrified at some points and skeptical of your motives. And | will admit was worried you 
wanted an excuse to take out some sort of existing aggression me. But.. at the end of the day, | wanted to 


sleep with you. No matter what the risks were. 


| assumed your straightness because I'd noticed just how put off and disgusted you seemed by my relationship 
with Keith. Maybe you thought you were discreet, but I'd caught the dirty looks if we so much as stood just a 


bit too close in public, and I'd caught the passive aggressive comments when we were affectionate in private. 


These days | wonder if it was jealousy because we had no problems with being open about our feelings for 


each other. Granted no one outside a select few even suspected we were a couple. 


Were you jealous you had to keep up the appearance you'd eventually based your image upon? The whole 


‘tough guy’ thing? 


| still wonder just how much of that persona is for show, and | wonder who the ‘real you' is. 


Has anyone ever seen the ‘real you'? Pun not intended. 


For as long as | can remember, you've been the textbook definition of masculinity, straightness (male 


heterosexuality, in specific) and power. 
That's why | was afraid. That's why | was skeptical. 
Tangent over. 


We moved to my bedroom, and | got started right away. No fuss and no foreplay. | had assumed a man like 


you wouldn't appreciate, nor want it. 


| was expecting you to force me down on you, or to at least become rough with me in some way. | remember 
being so confused as to why you did nothing more than occasionally run your fingers through my hair. You 
didn't even pull, which | had become very used to from other men. 


| was surprised when you let me know you were close. And | was even more shocked when you still didn't push 


me down, even as you came. 


Looking back on it, it's a bit silly how ready | was to leave my bedroom after you came so | could ‘sort myself 
out" in private. | was so worried you would be disgusted if you noticed just how aroused | was. It had taken 


every ounce of my self control not to Touch myself while going down on you. 


| can't even count how many times I'd masturbated to a similar fantasy before that night! Being able to finally 
live it, yet not being able to touch myself out of fear was torture. 


I'm sure if you had so much as moaned my name l'd have come right then and there, without so much as 


even undoing my belt. 


You pushed me away once you were done and fear struck through me. | can still clearly remember how you 


tipped my head up in order to have me look at you. 


| saw the fire in your eyes, and | was frozen in place. 


At the time | thought it was anger, but later realized it was lust. 


You adjusted your hand to properly grip my chin, much like a parent would do to their child when verbally 
reprimanding them. 
| was taken aback as your thumb ran across my bottom lip, wiping away the come | hadn't managed to 


swallow. 


| fully expected you to call me disgusting for swallowing. And | expected you to tell me I'd done a horrible job, 
even though you had not given me even a single bit of feedback. 


My breath was caught in my chest as you stared down at me. | wanted to look away, but | couldn't. | was 
paralyzed, and my heart was beating so hard | could hear it in my ears. 


| was so incredibly aroused, but | was terrified of what you would think if you knew. | remember being afraid 


to even breathe. My thoughts were racing, and despite being so warm from arousal, | also felt cold as ice. 


| was shocked at just how sweet and gentle your touch was as your hand shifted to brush my hair behind my 
ear. And even more shocked when you told me I'd done a fantastic job, and you said | was ‘oo pretty fo suck 


dick’ 
It was a miracle | hadn't fainted, with just how much of my blood was rushing down south. 


| was prepared for the worst when you asked me to undress. | was prepared for you to humiliate me, or dish 
out horrible stinging words because | fancied you (still do). 


But you did none of that. 


You said it was your first time with another man, but you could've fooled me! Your level of confidence was 


something that | could only aspire to have in my dreams. 


| still fully expected you to fantasize you were fucking a woman, so | offered you to have me on my hands and 
knees to make it easier. 


| know my surprise showed when you said you wanted me on my back. 


It took an incredible amount of courage for me to admit | couldn't come from penetration alone. | never 
expected you to be so understanding, or to be so encouraging. | was so embarrassed and so nervous; | was 


worried | wouldn't ‘come fast enough’, and | later realized you knew. 
| had never expected you to ask if you could take over for me. However, | did expect you to humiliate me and 
deny me an orgasm. 


| was relieved (quite literally) when you didn't. 


You were incredibly talented, and all these years later it was still one of the best handjobs I'd ever had 


Sometimes | still masturbate over that night. 


Funny enough, it's the moment you wiped your come from my lips that arouses me the most. 


| can still remember just how desperately | wanted to beg you to kiss me. 
| knew better than to ask. No one wants to taste themself, right? | would've expected you to beat the shit out 
of me if | had asked. 


| had expected you to tell me to leave (even though it was my bedroom) so you wouldn't have to sleep on the 
uncomfortable sofa. 
Your puzzled expression when | came back after cleaning up was almost funny. You asked me what | was doing 


when | began gathering up my portion of the blankets and pillows, and | wasn't really sure of what to say. 


To be fair, at that point | was so used to sleeping on the sofa that it was basically second nature. Alison hadn't 
let me sleep with her - literally - for weeks. 


| never expected you to tolerate me as | cried and confided in you that Alison wanted me to choose between 
her or Keith and the band. 
| really appreciate that you did listen to me, and you didn’t immediately tell me to ‘get rid of her’ like I'd 


expected. 


| truly learned the meaning of don't judge a book by its cover that night. 


It was a very important lesson, and one | needed to learn. 
| was lucky it wasn't learnt the hard way. 


| don't think | ever got the chance to properly thank you. 
Thank you, Roger. 
Thank you for everything. 


| know | don't say it often enough, but | love you. 
As a friend. 
As a brother. 


As a significant other that was never meant to be. 


-- John 


The pages were not decorated with little scribbles or caricatures, unlike the previous entry mentioning Pete. 
Instead, they came paired with heavy dark blue pen marks to cross out words, or in a few cases, entire 


sentences. They were completely illegible, the ink masking whatever may have originally been written 


The entire entry had been written so sloppily that Roger had difficulty deciphering it. John's hand writing was 
never ‘perfect’, but it always held some elegance to it when he took his time. The pages in question lacked that 


finesse. 


If he had to guess, Roger would assume that unlike the others he'd managed to read through, it was written 
hastily. As if perhaps John didn't want to think on the memory for too long? 


Roger had seen something within John the night they slept together. He had assumed his fellow musician had 
never submitted at best, or he had a horrible experience in the past at worst. After the night was over, he 
found himself questioning if John truly wanted it. 


He hadn't ever brought the night up out of fear. Roger didn't want to know the answer. He had tried his best 
to go on as normal when alone with the bassist, but Roger couldn't do it. As time went on, he'd begun to go 


out of his way to avoid John all together. 


Looking back on it he could now see the times John had reached out in his own way. There were so many 


invitations Roger had turned down over the years.. 


Invitations for drinks and dinner - both outside and inside John's home as well as shopping trips. Offers to help 
with the koi pond he intended to build, along with a trip to pick out the fish. There had even been a few 
invitations to make a guest appearance for a song or two any time John played in London with his solo band. 
Even ‘doggy play dates’, so their dogs could make use of Quarwood's massive property. John had also invited 


him out on the week long vacation he and Pete had tried to have once a year with their partners and kids. 


But over the years those invitations became less and less frequent. Up until John simply stopped calling Roger 
all together. Unless they had to interact, John completely ignored him. But even then, he always made sure to 


give Roger a hug and a kiss, often times on cheek and rarely on the lips, before parting ways. 


It hadn't even been John in specific that asked him out for the last time. ltd been Chris, his son. Roger tried 
to deny the offer, tried to say he had something to do, but the normally polite and well mannered young man 
had cut him off. He'd given Roger a stern warning that if he didn't come out right then, he would sorely 
regret it. 


No one else had noticed just how sickly John looked. Either that, or they were in denial. He was nearing sixty, 
and yet he looked closer to ninety. The tour was a horrible idea, Roger knew it. If John hadn't needed the 


money, he'd have refused it. 
The night was spent quite amicably. They were alone, for the most part. Roger denied drinking any alcohol, as 
he had driven himself. At some point John invited him up to his bedroom, and he had followed without 


hesitation. 


That was when John had showed him the small safe. It was nothing more than a long black, fireproof, metal 


box with a combination lock. The same sort often used for one money, rather than important personal 


possessions. 


John pulled his wallet out, opened it and made sure Roger could see a small unassuming slit made in the 
leather, right where the last credit card slot was. It looked more like a crack from normal wear and tear, 
rather than a small hidden compartment. Inside had been a scrap of paper which John unfolded He explained 


the meaning of the numbers and letters, as well as how to properly work the lock. 


QA 31 + WRU 3 = 
Quadrophenia side three, track one, Who Are You track three. 
515 and 905 equals 1420. 


Start at 0, go around left to |, right to 4, left to 20. Keep going left until the lock clicks twice. 


John had not said what exactly was in the diary, just that it ‘was very important’ and ‘should not fall into the 


wrong hands’. 


Although curious, Roger was not the type to pry. He said that he understood, and the subject was dropped. 
Looking back on it, he wasn't sure if John was relieved or concerned that he hadn't pressed for more 


information. 


The only other thing John left him with was the location of the box. At home it would be in his proper safe 
which used the same combination, a large massive room that reminded Roger of what banks likely used. If he 


was out on the road, it would be in his carry-on bag. 


John had sent him home with a bottle of red wine and a bag of the god awful Atomic Fireball cinnamon candies 


he and Keith loved 


But before Roger could get out the door, John had called him back. He'd given him a tight hug that lasted a bit 
longer than either of them expected, and a kiss. And for the first time in years Roger returned it. Just a quick 
kiss to John's furry cheek. It was also the first time John had dared to say ‘I love you' in just as long. Roger 
returned it without thinking twice. 


It was almost as if they both knew it would be the last time either of them would get time alone. 
Once he was back home, Roger tried to forget the heavy news John had unloaded on him in private. 
He was sick. 


He was sick, and there was nothing he could do. 


Roger wished he would've pried. He wished he would have done something. Maybe.. maybe if he had, John would 
still be there with them. 


Instead, he'd remained hopeful that somehow John would pull through it and go back to being the strong Ox he 


and Pete knew so well. 


He had always complained to Pete about John’s insistence on showing his affection through kissing and the near 
bone crushing bear hugs. On and on he would go about the cologne their bassist wore - a mixture of earthy, 
spicy, and floral scents all at once - how his beard was itchy, and how John's breath always smelled of the 


cinnamon candy he used to mask the stench of cigarettes and alcohol. 
Roger didn't want to admit how much he missed it that night. 
All of it 


John's kisses and his beard, the cologne, the cinnamon candy.. he would have given anything to feel John 
squeezing him so tightly he thought his ribs might break 
He would have given anything to smell the cigarette smoke upon his clothes, and even the teakwood scented 


spray he used to keep his hair in place. 


After closing the diary Roger held it close to his chest. He wanted to cry, but he'd already cried all he could 


with Pete. There was nothing left aside from a heavy numbress. 


It was comforting to now know John had never been upset, had not resented him or regretted what they'd 


done. But it didn't change the fact he was still questioning why John had chosen him over Pete. 

Was it because he feared rejection from their beautiful guitarist? Because he feared Pete would be upset with 
how he had neglected his health? Fear that Pete would insist he get clean and threaten to cut contact if he 
didn't? 


Roger just couldn't understand. 


Fox, Not Ox 


Author's Notes: 
Credit goes to Jae for the idea of having one story link in some way to another. The diary entry briefly 
mentions the one-shot titled ‘Heatwave’. 


I've been trying to fix this up for the past few weeks, and | think l'm finally happy with it! | wanted this entry 
of John's diary to be more of a collection of thoughts somewhat all related, rather than any proper memories 


or a letter directed toward someore. Sort of a its Zam and I cant sleep, so | may as well write’ type deal. 


| couldn't find an appropriate song title or lyric to use as the chapter title, so this one gets to be the odd one 
out. 


No spicy memories in this one, but up coming entries will have some spice to them! 
Because the link will be semi-relevant, here's the spider species mentioned: 


https://enwikipediaorg/wiki/Tigrosa_helluo 


The next morning was tense, not that Roger expected anything else. He had joined Pete in the makeshift living 
room within the hotel suite for the breakfast room service provided, but had barely touched it. Normally he 
wouldve been overjoyed at the chance to dig into some warm fluffy pancakes, but the guilt from the entry 
he'd read on his killed any appetite he might've had. Whether Pete could sense his guilt or not, Roger couldn't 
tell. 


After a long, near uncomfortable silence Roger decided to speak up. "So.. do you want to go through some 
more?" His gaze shifted to John's diary, which laid upon the coffee table in front of them. "I haven't read it all 
on my own yet, but while flipping through it | did come across a long entry containing Keith. | only briefly 
skimmed it, but what | did read was quite amusing.” 


Pete didn't look up from the coffee cup he had been holding. He hadn't drank much of it, but instead chose to 
stare down into it, as if expecting the hot liquid to grant him some form of higher knowledge. At first Roger 
had assumed Pete hadn't heard and was about to repeat himself when the guitarist gave a quiet sigh. 


"| guess so. We're stuck here for another day, and going out really isn't an option right this moment." 
Tomorrow marked both the funeral and the beginning of a long and arduous several day long meeting for 
planning adjustments for the tour. Going out meant risking interviewers and fans wanting their attention, and 


neither musician felt they were currently able to handle such a task. 


Finally Pete lifted his gaze and set it on Roger. "Before you ask, yes, | want you to read it" 


After picking up the diary Roger settled back into the armchair adjacent to the sofa Pete had taken. While he 
leafed through the pages of various colours of ink, he kept his eye out for a specific shade of green At first 
it seemed as if John had possibly colour coded the entries, but it was much more likely he was using 


whatever pen he had on hand at the time, gauging by how some seemed to have been written with glitter gel. 


Along the top margin and down the left hand side John had drawn lilies with black ink. The petals were coloured 


in with a sparkly, rich orange, while the leaves and anther were filled with the same green as the text. 


| remember the first time Keith helped me dye my hair. | had still remained mostly clean shaven aside from 
my sideburns, which also needed to be dyed. | had told him | needed to use a dye specifically for beards for 


that, otherwise it would stain my face. 


IHI be easier to just do it all at once, Johnny! he'd trilled in his happy sing-songy voice. | rolled my eyes but 
didn't argue. 


1 see some grey here, Keith said while running a comb through my hair to help distribute the dye. ‘Youd make 
quite the handsome silver fox, you know that? 


A pause. 
Foxy Oxy,'he snickered. Silver Foxy Oxy.’ 
Any time someone refers to me as a ‘silver fox’ or ‘foxy’, that memory comes to mind. 


Foxy Oxy,'| repeated softly, as if deep in thought. 1 like it Maybe I should get some type of jewelry with that 
inscribed A watch wouldnt be a bad idea, would it’ 


A watch with a fox's paw prints,‘ Keith added. ‘They look different from dog or cat prints. 
1 don't think the name and prints would all fit, Moonie.’ 


‘Then HI get something with the prints! Keith announced happily. 1 lke foxes almost as much as | love cats, 
anyway.’ 


Like a sort of matching best friends type thing?” | had nearly said ‘engagement rings’, but the idea of us getting 
married was ridiculous. We hadn't ever discussed it, especially since we both were in a straight relationship as 
well. It was mostly to keep people from getting the wrong idea, on his part. Though, | think Keith may've been 

thinking the same thing. If things were different maybe we would've been a proper couple, married and with a 
big fancy wedding. Even more overdone than what I'd gone for with Alison 


Mmbhm. IFI be our secret’ Keith's response was more than enough to convince me to do it. 


| never got the watch. It was a fun idea, but | couldn't see the point. As flashy as | am and for all the money 
I'd gladly drop right on the spot for some fancy accessories (.even if | technically didn't have the money..), | 
couldn't justify something so bloody ridiculous. 


| got a cigarette case made of rose gold instead. It opened much like a book would, and had little bits of metal 
on the inside to keep the cigarettes in place. The closure had a small latch, which was activated by a button 


that allowed the front cover to spring open. 


| didn't choose some pretty flourishing text. | let Keith write it on a scrap of paper and gave it to the jeweler, 
who engraved it on the inside. And, at Keith's suggestion | got a spider engraved on the cover. Keith chose the 
species, ‘/igrosa helluo; which is part of the wolf spider family, or Lycosidae: When | asked why he chose it, he 
reminded me that was the species we found together on his birthday in Michigan. 


| had gotten a matching lighter for Keith with the fox paw prints on the front, and a spider lily on the back. It 
was our little secret. Some couples wore lock and key necklaces, others had two halves of a heart charm. But 


we had a silly bit of text, a flower, a spider, and paw prints. 


It was ambiguous enough to not raise suspicions, yet enough to satisfy that need for us to have something, 
anything to signify our affection for each other in some physical form of an object. As much as we both 


would have loved to wear rings, that was much too suspicious. 


| used that cigarette case up until the hinge broke. | couldn't bare to get it repaired At that point Keith had 
already passed and it felt wrong to get it fixed. | retired it to the top drawer of my dresser, the same place | 
kept one of Keith's shirts. The white one that was just like the one I'd worn for a photoshoot out at his home. 


The one where | was wearing one of those ridiculous tie-dye jackets. 


It was incredibly warm that day and those leather trousers were practically impossible to get out of. Part of 
them were soft suede, and it stuck to my thighs and felt like a million litle spiders crawling all over me. Even 


despite that, | still wore them several times. They ‘made my ass look like a million dollars’ as Keith said. 


| think | regret that belt the most, though. It was uncomfortably tight and the buckle dug into my stomach, 
and with how low the trousers rode it pressed right up against my bladder. In one of the photos I'm sort of 
kneeling next to this shallow stream, and | swear to god, | had never needed to take a piss more than right 


then. | think the photographer knew and did it on purpose. He didn't seem to care for me too much. 


Sometimes | look back at those pictures and regret how overweight | was. | wore it well, only in a few do | look 


fat. I've got to thank the photographer for that, at least. 


| chose to keep that shirt in particular because Keith had picked it out himself. He'd always appreciated my 
fashion sense, something | couldn't be happier, yet more angry about at the same fucking time. Half the time 
we couldn't figure out whose jumper, trousers, or jacket belonged to whom until we tried them on. Keith's 


were too small for me by about two sizes, both length and width wise. Toward the end of his time he'd 


managed to fill out into mine pretty well, but | don't like thinking about that.. 
Instead, I'll go back to that night. 


After the shoot was finished Keith and | had decided to go out to his in-ground pool. That was a mistake. A 


very, very big mistake. 


The night before Keith had once again helped me dye my hair. Unbeknownst to me, he had picked up a colour 
that contained blue highlights. Unless in bright lighting it couldn't be seen It wouldn't have been a big deal, but 
the chlorine from the pool reacted with it and the highlight turned green. So for about two months | had a 
slight green tint to my hair. lim thankful cameras back in the day weren't as advanced as they are now. 
Otherwise there would be plenty of pictures of me with that disgusting mucus-green tint! 


Ill leave it to your imagination for what we had done in the pool. 
That's all for now. It's time for me to get off my ass and walk the dogs. 


Pete, if you come across this entry, | have a quick confession.. the shirt you wore during that photo shoot? | 
took it. Thats why you couldn't find it after you'd changed into something more comfortable. You're welcome 
to make ‘creepy girlfriend comments. | know how strange it is. But your cologne smells so fucking good and | 


love that you've never changed it, even after all these years. 


As for you, Roger, no. | never took anything of yours. | considered it a time or two, but your cologne is a bit 


too heavy on the musk. | don't know if that's what it is, but it smells like it to me. 


Love you both, 
John 


Upon the bottom of the final page were little paw prints and a quick scribble of what Roger guessed was a fox. 
Either that, or one of John's wolfhounds. He focused his attention on the guitarist sat opposite to him and 
waited for a reaction Pete's brow was furrowed in the same way when he was trying to work out a math 
problem or read through his own rushed hand writing. The entry was longer than a ‘Winston one hundred 


cigarette’, as the Ox would say. 


| honestly can't even remember much about that photo session," Pete eventually said, near deadpan. "aside 


from John finishing the bottle of champagne nearly on his own and Keith complaining about it 


"Yeah," Roger chuckled. "The only thing that still stands out for me is that giant huntsman spider Keith found, 
and John warning him not to touch it." When Pete didn't respond, Roger's expression fell. "you're thinking about 
last night, aren't you?" 


And now it was Pete's turn to sigh. "I hate that you understand me so well. 


"| should, given all the years you've been stuck with me." Roger knew he was stepping into dangerous territory, 
and didn't dare tease his bandmate. 


"More like you have been stuck with me." Pete sounded just as exhausted as he looked. "I'm going to order a 
bottle of bourbon and some Coke and drink until | can't feel anything anymore. You can join me, or you can go 


back to your own area of the suite." 


I'd normally say that's not a good idea, but | know | can't stop you," Roger sighed. He had no room to complain, 
he'd done the same thing when Keith passed. "I won't be drinking, but I'll stay with you. Can't have you following 


John so soon, can |?" 


My Wife 


Author's Notes: 
I'm currently very sick so I've been trying to get some writing done during my awake time. I've been working 


on this chapter for waaayyy too long. 
This chapter takes place the same day as Chapter 4 (Fox, Not Ox], but several hour later. 


| can't write straight stuff to save my life, but | felt it would be a sin if John didn't write about his time with 
Alison since she was such a big part of his life. This is the only way | could figure out how to do it. [Sorry to 
anyone who was hoping for a straight nsfw scene! Maybe one day with a cis-bent Keith or something] 


| don't think the title is exactly fitting since it's more about Keith, but | couldn't find anything else from John's 
work that fit better. 


A while back the discussion of actors and porn came up with a friend, and she mentioned they can probably 
view it from a professional angle, and | decided to have our favorite ‘Monkey’ comment on it because it 


amused me so much. [credit for the nickname goes to Jae] 


There was nothing to do. ‘Gunsmoke, Bonanza, and ‘The Rifleman’ reruns had quickly become boring. The bottle 
of bourbon Pete had requested was finally empty, and the minibar was no longer stocked. 


The alcohol hit harder than he would have expected, and Roger felt equal parts queasy and frustrated. He 
wanted to do something. Anything! The small hotel they had managed to get a room in was remodeling the gym, 
and the pool with attached sauna was currently being used. 


It would have been rice if they had gotten a chance to room in the Hard Rock hotel next door, but it was 
already at capacity and staying in John's old room was obviously not an option. Perhaps it was a blessing in 


disguise. They would have risked being bothered by fans and paparazzi if they had stayed there. 


Roger resigned to settling back on the sofa in Pete's area of the connected rooms. A stiff silence had settled 
between them as they stared at the muted tv. Much like the one in Roger's room, only the TV Land and Fox 
News channels would come in The former offered reruns of old programs - Sunday apparently was dedicated 


to Westerns - while the latter was self explanatory. 
"| miss him so much," Pete mumbled. 


"| know," Roger resisted the urge to sigh. It wasn't the first time, nor would it be the last time, the same 


conversation would be had in one day. 


"Why did it have to happen like this?" Pete shifted his position and laid his head on Roger's lap. When they were 
younger he would do the same with John, who would run his hand through his hair and whisper reassuring, 


sweet words until Pete was calm. And when he couldn't sleep, it never failed to help. 


"| dunno. Just his time, | guess." Death affected Roger just as much as anyone else with even a shred of 
empathy, but it was so difficult to allow himself to show it. "It's best not to dwell on it. ‘Specially when the 


funeral is tomorrow." 
"I know." Pete fell silent for several long moments. ".do you think he wrote anything else about Keith? Or me?" 


‘lm sure he did," Roger said as he threaded his fingers through his bandmate's silver hair. "Do you want me 
to read another entry to you?" 


"Please? Hopefully something funny." Pete knew deep down that ‘funny’ was incredibly subjective. John’s sense 


of humour was sick and twisted. 


"Alright. Here's hoping we can find something about Keith again" With a bit of difficulty Roger leaned down far 
enough to get the diary off from the coffee table. After clicking open the lock he flipped through the pages. A 
block of blood red ink caught his attention, and after skimming the pages, Roger chuckled to himself. 


The words were scripted with elegance, and it was clear that John had taken quite a bit of time and patience 
to put it all together. Up at the top margin he had drawn roses with black ink and filled them in with various 
shades of red to give the illusion of depth and shading. Thorned vines coloured in green ink crept down the left 
hand margin with no apparent pattern 


Sitting right above the main entry John had written a single phrase with very beautiful, swirly calligraphy: 
Forever Yours! Pencil marks could faintly be seen indicating that the title may have originally been different. 


| heard from Alison for the first time in what feels like years. It's probably been closer to one, really. We 
chatted about everything under the sun and then some. We must have talked for hours. 


I've always wanted to write about her but could never think of where to start. We've spent so much time 
together.. even when we weren't romantically involved we always tried to keep in touch platorically. | guess 
there's no better place to start than from the beginning. 


Alison was my first for everything. 
My first kiss, the first person | had sex with, in every form possible. Mutual masturbation, oral, penetrative.. 
Sex is such a subjective word, there's so many meanings. | think it would be easier to say ‘the first person | 


ever brought to orgasm, and who did the same for me’. 


| was so nervous anytime we were together. | was honest when she asked how experienced | was. One of my 
mates encouraged me to lie because it would make me ‘sound like a stud’. | don't like lying. Besides, if | couldn't 


get her off I'd look like a failure and she would know | had lied. 


Like every dumb teen ‘coming of age' movie, we spent hours in her car all over each other whenever we could. 


Back then it was before we got our own flat. 


The one encounter that still stands out for me was during a cold Winter night. | was supposed to play a gig 
but Roger was sick. Instead of trying to go without him, we collectively decided to cancel. Alison and | went out 
to dinner but decided to leave early. We had been seeing each other for a while on and off, but had finally 
made it almost a full year together with no breaks. At that point she still hadn't touched me in any explicit 


manner. 


That night she finally let me feel her up under her skirt and over her panties. She didn't let me get my hand 
down them, but she did let me stroke her through the silky material. .or, more like she grinded herself against 
my fingers. 


It wasn't the first time | had helped coax her into orgasming, but it was the first time | had while touching 
her so intimately. Before that it had always been as we kissed and | touched her breasts through or under 
her blouse as she squeezed her thighs together (which | later realized was one of the many ways a woman 


can masturbate. | was stupid and thought she always had to pee and was too embarrassed to tell me..). 


By time the night was over, | was so aroused | was sure just the most gentle touch over my trousers would 
done it for me. | wanted to ask her touch me, but | dreaded the thought of Alison feeling obligated. It took 
every shred of my self control to keep my desire to myself. | was much too shy to touch myself in front of 
her, | worried she might find it obscene and disgusting. There had to be a reason she wasn't comfortable 


touching me, and taking care of myself in front of her would've been a violation of her consent. 


Alison promised she would return the favour next time we were together. She then finally said the three little 
words | had been wanting to hear for so very long and kissed me one more time. 


1 love you" 


l'm still not sure what happened, but the kiss that followed her sweet words triggered something deep inside of 
me. Maybe it was because | was already so deeply aroused. Or maybe it was finally hearing she felt the same 
as me. 


But whatever it was, it hasn't ever happened again. 
| groaned softly against her lips as | came, my hand tightening in her hair on reflex. Alison gasped and pulled 
away. | was prepared for the ridicule. | was prepared for the humiliation and taunting. While the orgasm 


relieved the pressure, it brought about minimal pleasure. | now know it was what some call a ‘ruined orgasm’. 


| felt so ashamed. | wanted to shrink down and hide and never come out ever again. Alison must have caught 


on, as she quickly reassured me, saying it was the hottest thing she had ever experienced. | was much too 
embarrassed and overcome with emotions to properly respond. But once | had finally collected myself, | softly 
mumbled 7 love you too: | had said it several times, but she never had until that night. 


| still don't understand why its so sexy and appealing for a woman to achieve orgasm simply from kissing and 
light touching over her clothing, but it's so shameful and embarrassing for a man. | take it as a compliment if | 


can coax somebody into coming from something so simple, no matter their sex. 


Eventually we got our own flat together so we didn't have to limit our time together to the weekends and 


Friday nights. 


We ‘christened’ it with me going down on her the night we moved in. | was so incredibly aroused that | 
masturbated during. | was ashamed to admit | had done it. | was taught it was shameful and disgusting. Before 
| stopped attending church, the priest constantly reminded the younger people just how evil it was, and called it 
‘self abuse’. Even if | didn't believe in the god he spoke about, | for some reason still believed his claims. | was 
very relieved when Alison said she didn't care, and then shyly admitted just what she was doing while we were 


together in her car. 


As | had expected, it took much longer for Alison to decide she was ready to go down on me. Not that | 
minded. Good things are worth waiting for, after all. She had always been so much more hesitant when it came 


to returning the favour for reasons | still don't quite understand. To be fair, I've never questioned her. 


Our sex life was amazing. But like all good things it didn't last. Not because Alison stopped giving me attention - 
she always met my needs, and | met hers - but because | began straying. Keith had joined the band, and | 


began developing feelings for him almost right away. Alison knew and it angered her, as to be expected. 


We started having arguments. Over me staying out ‘too late’ with Keith. Over Keith staying at our flat. Over 


the band in general. 


Keith knew | was taken. He liked Alison and in the beginning she liked him, too. He was polite, charming, and 
incredibly sweet. But she began changing her mind the first night Keith stayed over at ours. 


During one New Year's eve we had a bit too much to drink. Me and Keith, especially. Alison not so much, she 


was the designated driver. 


She asked me to come to bed once we got home. She was giving me all the ‘signs’, so | knew she wanted to 
sleep with me. Against my better judgement | said | wanted to stay up with Keith for just a bit longer. The 
next morning she woke up to find us together in the spare bedroom. | swore nothing happened. We weren't 
naked and there was no evidence that we had done anything (we did, it was the first time we had done more 


than kiss). l'm sure she knew the truth but was too nice to confront me. 


| did eventually confess this all to Alison She was understandably upset. We agreed to stay together because 


our feelings for each other never changed, but there was a new unspoken rule in our relationship. We were 


open, but safe. 
That new rule worked until it didn't any more. But thats for a different time. 


That first night with Keith.. 

It wasn't our first kiss. We had kissed several times before that night and had even done some light touching 
through our clothing, but nothing more and certainly not to the point of orgasm. Our kisses had been mostly 
tame up until that night. 


Keith was worried we might get caught, but | didn't care. | had confessed that | couldn't get him out of my 
head. | often found myself a shaky, panting mess after our shows, and not because of the adrenaline. Seeing 
Keith all sweat soaked and breathing heavy was an instant turn on. The scent of his sweat mixed with the 
cologne he wore left me incredibly hard. 


| admitted this to him, and Keith giggled. He playfully called me a pervert and said | probably touched myself 
and thought of him. | said yes, | did, especially after the few nights we kissed. | dared to ask if he ever 


masturbated while thinking of me. He was hesitant, but confessed he did as well. 


Our attraction to each other was undeniable and we were afraid to admit it. But that night | finally had the 


courage to ask. 


How do you feel about me? Honestly. Don't hold back, | can fake whatever you say: On the inside | was terrified, 


but my voice held a confidence | rarely felt. 


Keith was just as nervous, | could see his mood shift. No longer was he playful and happy, but instead worried 
and shy. 7 dunno,’ he said. 1 lke you, I guess? But youre kinda funny lookin, aint you" He had a way of deflecting 
questions and turning legitimate compliments into backhanded ones. I'm not sure if it was a defence tactic or if 


it was part of his personality. Whatever it was, | found it humorous and it made me love him even more. 


Same can be said to you,'| huffed playfully. But no, seriously, Moonie.. what do you think of me? În the low light 
| searched his beautiful eyes, hoping to catch something. Anything And finally, | saw it. A glimmer, just a little 


sparkle. 


1 Ike you, Johnny,’ Keith said. The act was dropped, and he was exposing himself to me - metaphorically, not 
physically - and | felt honoured. Keith was a very funny person, always able to make people laugh until they 
cried and their sides ached. But he was also deeply intellectual and more intelligent than people ever gave him 


credit for. 


1 Ike you lots. Probably more than | should,’ Keith elaborated. But you've got Alison, dont you?” | could tell he was 
shifting his gaze over to the bedroom door behind me. | felt my heart skip several beats. 


What | said was 1 lke you, foo,' but what | wanted to say was / love you, and I know I have since | first laid eyes 


on you, and | know Hl die unless | have you 


Johnny.. you an’ me.. we'd never work. Not as long as you've got her.’ There was a pain in his voice, and | wanted 


to cry. | loved Alison, but | also loved Keith. 


1 dont care.'| reached out for his hand and laced our fingers. 1 don’t care what Alison thinks. | dont care what 


she says 


Keith was surprised. | think some small part of him was considering leaving, given just how forward | was. He 
didn't like the idea of infidelity. Cheating wasn't healthy, and he wouldn't put up with it. | said it would only be 


cheating if we had some sort of penetrative sex without her knowing. 


| honestly was expecting another situation like with Alison, where | would be pleasing Keith for weeks - maybe 


even months - without receiving anything in return. That would have been fine with me. 


| just wanted to touch him. | wanted to feel more than Keith's hands or his bare forearms. | wanted to touch 
his chest, his back, his legs, his thighs.. and | desperately wanted to touch his cock. Hell, | would have been 
happy just to see it. At that point | hadn't gotten the chance to see him in anything less than swim trunks. The 
closest | ever came was after | had followed him into the men's room at some Italian restaurant Pete took us 
to. | felt awkward about trying to catch a glimpse while he was pissing, so | abandoned that idea. 


Keith gave a long moment of silence, and | knew he was thinking it over. | was so very anxious | don't think | 


even breathed. But finally at long last, he said yes. 
Okay. But if Alison isn’t okay with it we have fo stop.’ 


Fair enough'| hoped my voice didn't carry the immense joy | felt. So.. do you want me fo.. 7'| left the question 
unfinished. | didn't want Keith to feel pressured. If | left it open, he could interpret it as he saw fit. 


‘Yeah | want you fo fouch me, Johnny.’ Keith took my hand and lead it down between his thighs. As | cupped him 
through his Levi's he gave the most satisfying hum. | ran my fingers along his hidden erection, just as | had 
several times before. Without warning Keith pulled me closer and closed the distance with a kiss. A wonderful, 


hungry, open mouthed kiss that | was all too happy to reciprocate. 


The more | teased him, the more handsy he became. He began copying my actions, cupping me through my 
trousers. They were tight enough already, but | swear they had never felt more restricting than that very 


moment. 


When | finally managed to get Keith's jeans open and slip my hand inside, | thought | might come right then and 


there. He was so warm, soft as velvet, so very hard and slick from precome. 


While | had been touching him he had completely forgotten about me. | didn't care. | was finally touching Keith, 
and that was all that mattered to me. 


After he came and | wiped his come on the sheets, | quickly went for my own trousers. | don't think | had ever 


been so careless with my own clothing; | actually broke the zipper by pulling it down with too much force. 
Oh no you don't,’ Keith pulled my hand away before | could get my boxers down far enough to expose myself. 
‘You don't have fo,'| tried to argue. 1 don’t want you fo feel pressured Besides, its late, and-' 


Keith kissed me before | could continue my thought. | knew he was tired, | could hear it in his voice as he told 
me to ‘be quiet and relax’. Keith pulled down my boxers and took my erection into his hand. He made a 
comment about just how leaky | was, and that | must've really, really wanted this. | said | did. | said | had never 
wanted anything so fucking bad in my entire life. 


As he expertly stroked my cock Keith gave me the most sweet and gentle kisses | had ever received. Every 
soft groan or whimper | had to offer, he swallowed. When | began nearing the edge, | found myself attempting 
to fuck his hand. 


When | finally came | was so overcome with emotions that | wanted to cry. | knew | had wanted it, but | didn't 
realize - truly realize - just how bad. To this date its still the best orgasm | had ever experienced. Several 


others have come close, but they have all been with Keith. Nobody else has ever been able to work me over 


like he could. 


The rest of the page had been filled in with more roses. Roger traced one of the larger flowers, feeling the 
indentation John had made on the page. "I've never heard of anybody more excited to give, rather than to get," 
he said idly. 

“Service tops' are a thing, y'know," Pete said just as flatly. 


"Ohh? And how would you know?" Roger lifted his attention from the page in order to focus on his bandmate. 


'If you're secretly a service top, then that's news to me." 

"No, I'm not" Pete resisted the urge to roll his eyes. The answer was quite obvious, but mister ‘too much 
technology is bad' clearly didn't get it. "The internet and porn exists. Though the ‘service top’ thing seems 
mostly to be grouped with gay porn or the weird ‘daddy dom’ kink shit” 

Roger didn't respond, instead choosing to stare at his guitarist as if he was speaking an alien language. 


"What? You don't watch it?" 


"Not any more. | used to, but all | can think of is how many attempts they must go through to get the 
perfect shot. | see two actors fucking, not two people enjoying themselves." It was the same for photographs, 


too. At least the written shit was always more entertaining, anyway. 

Pete rolled his eyes. "Famous porn stars, maybe. But the shit that's homemade probably isn't like that" 
"You're not an actor, you wouldn't understand," Roger said with an annoyed huff. 

"Neither are you. You're a musician who just so happens to do acting as a side thing," Pete countered. 

"Still counts as bein’ an actor, don't it?" 

Realizing he wouldn't win the argument Pete sighed and cast his attention toward the ceiling. This was not a 
battle he felt like fighting. "Maybe we should call Chris and get Alison's number? She might wanna see the 
diary, Too." 

‘lm sure we'll see her tomorrow. Besides I'd rather go through this with you, and | think it should be up to 
Chris to decide if his mum gets to see it." Roger placed the diary back on the coffee table. "So, keep your 


mouth shut tomorrow if we see her or Chris. No one else is allowed to know it exists." 


Pete did not like being told what to do, but realized Roger was right. He was entrusted with the diary for a 


reason, and he needed to keep reminding himself of that. 


